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0, WOMAN, WOMAN!

It was Saturday evening. Her
name is Mrs. Truin, and she hails
from Bingham. He, too, is a Bingam-
ite, and his friends call him Miller.
She has a husband. He is a bachelor.
They loved each other in Bingham,
aud they met in Salt Lake. He went
to the Great Western hotel and squan-
dered four bits in buying the use of a
room. She also went to that apart-
ment and the door Was locked. The
hotel proprietor liked not these pro-
ceedings and demanded that the door
be swung wide at his knock. Then
there were confusion and consterna-
tion, and after a season the door was
opened. Miller gazed at the landlord
with two eyes, and a pistol looked at
him also. She whispered Miller to
shoot, but he wouldan’t. Then there
was more consternation, and the hotel
man hastened for the police, and the
police hurried to the hotel. They
found her on the staires; she found the
hotel man’s short ribs with her fists’
and Miller and Truin soon found them-
selves in the police station, where
they found the latter’s husband. She
wept at sight of the urbane judge ex-
pressioned sadly at sight of her. The
witness told the story of the first as-
sault on the landlord. She smiled
scornfully and said the witnesses lied |
under oath. She called upon her hub-
by, dear, to swear that she was a good
woman, and husband swore that she
was good—to Miller, not to hubby.
He swore that she had deserted her
home—a model home; left her daugh-

ter—a butiful daughter; fled from her
husband—a kind husband, and became
a wife to Miller with all that
the name implied. He further testi-
fied on oath that his cup of temporal
happiness would slop over if he could
for a minute—one little minute—have
Miller to himself outside the court
room. Then she wrathed again and
said, “Prove that I am your wife, sir!
I'm not your wife. You deceived me,
gir! You inveigled me into marrying
you by a false name, and I'm not your
wife, and you're a scoundrel, and—’
“Hush, ’sh”’sh” said the judge, and the
officers said, “Hush, ’sh ’sh,, and the
spectators breathed ’sh, and she hush-
ed. Thed the judge said it was a
case,—and she said it wasn’t. “It is
a bad house, and Le keeps a bad house,
and I'd like to get my fingers on him
just one minute, and —” “Hush, ’sh,
'sh,” said the judge, and every-
body said ’sh, and she hushed.

The judge said he would fine Miller
$50 and Mrs. Train $25, and they would
be committed till the fines are paid. She
wrung her bands, and reached out for
the landlord. “I'd like to put my hands
on you, you liar. I'd be willing to pay
$25 if I could touch you just once.”
“Hush, ’sh,” said all.

Then the witness told how she felt
for the landlord's short ribs, and the
judge “painful dutied” her $20 for that
display of woman’s rights. Whew!
but didn’t she writhe in her agony?
The jailor took down a long brass key
tenderly hooked his hand inlo her elbow
and slowly and sadly they marched to
the prison door. Three wild, faint
shrieks pierced the night air, the check-
ered door closed behind her, and she
was lost to society. In forty-five days
she will emerge an older and a sadder
woman.—§8. L. Herald.
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“Wife,” said Ed. Wilbur one morn-
ing, as he sat stirring his coffee with
one hand, and holding & plum cake on
his knee with the other, and looking
across the table into the bright eyes

Llof hislittle wife, “wouldn’t it bea

good joke to get bachelor Bill Smiley
to take widow Watson to Barnum's
show next week?” :

“You can’t do it, Ed.; he won’t ask
her, he’s so awfully shy. “Why he
came by here the other morning when
I was hanging out the clothes, and he
looked over the fence and spoke, but
when I shook out a night gown he
blushed like a girl and went away.”

“I think I can manage it,” said Ed.;
“but I'll have to lie just a little. But
then it wouldn’t be much harm under
the circumstances, for I know she
likes him, and he don't dislike her, but
just as you say, he's so shy. T'll just
go over to his place and borrow some
bags of him, and if I don’t bag him
before I come back, don't kiss me for
a week Nellie.”

So saying, Ed started, and while
he is mowing the fields we will take a
look at Bill Smiley. He was rather a
good-looking fellow, though his hair
and whiskers showed some gray hairs,
and he had got in a set of false teeth.
But every one said he wasa good
soul, and so he was. He had as good
a hundred-acre farm as any in Nor-
wich, with a new house and every-
thing comfortable, and if he had want-
ed a wife, many a girl would have
jumped at the chance like a rooster on
a grasshopper. But Bill was so bash-
ful—always was—and when Susan
Sherrybottle, whcm he was sn sweet
on, though he never said *“boo” to her,
got married to old Watson, he just
drew his head in like a mud-turtle in
to his shell, and there was no getting
him out again, though it had been no-
ticed that since Susan had become a
widow he paid more attention to his
clothes, and had been very regular in
his attendance at the church the fair
widow attended.

But here comes Ed. Wilbur.

“Good morning, Mr. Smiley.”

“Good morning, Mr. Wilbur; what's
the news your way?”

“Oh, nothing particular that [ know
of,” said Ed., “only Barnum’s show
that everybody is talking about and
everybody and his girl are going to.
I was over to old Sockrider's last
night, and I see his son Gus has got
a new buggy, and has scrubbed up
his harness, and he's got that white-
faced colt of his as slick as 8 seal. |
understand he thinks of taking Wid-
ow Watson to the show. He's beer
hanging around there a good deal of
late, but I'd just like to cut him out, 1
would. Susan is & nice little woman,
and deserves a better man than that
pup of a fellow, though I would not
blame her much either if she takes
him, for she must bg dreadfully lone-
some, and then she has to let her farm
out on shares, nnd it isn't half worked,
and no one else seems to have the
spunk to speak up to her. By jingo,
if I were a single man, 1'd show you
a trick or two.”

So saying, Ed. borrowed some bags
and started around the corner of the
barn, where he had left Bill sweeping,
and put his ear to a knot-hole and lis-
tened, knowing the bachelor had a
habit of talking to himself when any-
thing worried him.

“Confound that young bagrider!”
said Bill; “what business has he there,
I'd like to know? Got & new buggy,
has he? Well, so bave I, and a new
harness, too; and his horse can't get
sight of mine; and I declare I've half
a mind to—yes, I willl T'll go this
very night and ask ber to go to the
show with me. T'll show Ed. Wilbur
that I ain’t such a calf as he thinks ]
am, if I did let old Watson get the
start of me in the first placel”

Ed. could scarce help laughing out.
right, but he hastily hitcbed the bags
on his shoulder with a low chuckle
at his success, started home to tell the

|news to Nelly; aad sbout five dclock

S

that evening they saw Bill go by with
his horse'atd buggy, on his way to
the widow's. He jogged along qui-
etly; thinking of the old singing school
days—and what & pretty girl Susan
| was then, and wondering” inwardly if
he-would have more courage to talk
up to her—until, - at o distance of

to a'bridge, be -gave & tremendous
sneege and blew his teeth out of hie
mouth and clear over the dashboard,
and, striking on the planks, they roll-
ed over the side of the bridge and
dropped into four feet of water.

Words cannot do justice to poor
Bill or paint the expression of his face
as he sat there completely dumfound-
ed at his picce of ill-luck. After a
while he stepped out of his buggy,
and, getting down on his hands and
knces, looked over into the water.
Yes, there they were, at the bottom,
with a crowd of littlo fish rubbing
their noses against them, and Bill
wished to goodness that his nose was
as close for one second. His beauti-
ful teeth that had cost him so much,
and the show coming on and no time
to get another set—and the widow
and young Sockrider. Well, he must
try and get them somehow—and no
time to be lost for some one might
come along and ask him what he was
fooling around there for. ~ He had no
notion of spoiling his clothes by wad-
ing in with them on; and besides, if
he did he could not go to the widow’s
that night, so he took a look up and
down the road, to see that no one was
in sight, and then quickly undressed
himself, laying his clothes in the bug-
gy to keep them clean. Then he ran
around the bank and waded into the
almost icy-cold water, but his teeth did
not chatter in nis head—he only wish-
ed they could. Quietly he waded
along so as not to stir the mud up,
and when he get to the right spot he
dropped under the water and came
out with his teeth in his hand, and re-
placed them in his mouth. But hark!
What noise is that? A wagon and a
dog barking with all his might, and
his horse is starting.  “Whoa! whoa!
Stop, you brate, you stop?”  But stop
he would not, but went off at a spank-
ing pace, with the unfortunate bache-
lor after him.

Bill was certainly in capital run-
ning costume, but though he strained!
every nerve, he could not touch the
buggy or reach the lines that were
dragging on the ground. After a
while his plug hat shook off the seat,
and the hind whecl went over it, mak-
ing it flat as a pancake. Bill snatch-
ed at it as he ran, and, after jamming
his fist into it, stuck it, all dusty and
dimpled, on his head. And now he
saw the widow's house on the top of
the hill, and what, oh what will he do?
Then his coat fell out and he slipped
it on, and then making a desperate
spurt he clutched the back of the seat
and scrambled in, and pulling the buf-
falo robe over his legs, stuffed the oth-
er things beneath. Now the horse
happened to be one he got of 'Squire
Moore, and he got it from the widow,
and he took it into his head to stop at
her gate, which Bill had no power to
prevent, as he was too busy buttoning
his coat up to his chin to think of do-
ing much else. The widow heard the
rattling of wheels and looked out, and
sceing that it was Smiley, and he
didn’t offer to get out, she went to see
what he wanted, and there she stood
chatting with her white arms on the
top of her gate, and her face toward
him, while the chills ran down his
shirtless back clear to his bare feet
beneath the buffalo robe, and the wa-
ter from his hair ard the dust from
his hat had combined to make some
nice little streams of mud that came
trickling down his face.

She asked him to come in. No, he

| was in a hurry, he said. Still he did

not offer to go. He did not like to
ask her to pick up his reins for him,
because he dil not know what excuse
to make for not doing it himself. Then

| abops-a mile from her house, he came|p
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and saw & white-faced horse coming,
and at once surmised it was that of

Gus Sockrider! He to do
or die, and burriedly toliihis errand.

The widowwanld 'be delighted to
go, of course shegoulil  Butwouldn't
he come in. 'No, hemagin @ hurmy,

he said; he'liad to go on-to Green's
lace. '

“Oh;” gaid the widow, “You're go-
ing to Green's, are you? Why, I am
going there myself to get one of the
gitls to help me quilt to-morrow.
Just wait a second while 1 get my
bonnet and shawl.” And sway she
skipped.

“Thunder and lightning!” said Bill,
what a scrape! and he hastily clutched
his pants from between his feet, and
was preparing to wriggle into them,
when a light wagon drawn by the
white faced horse, driven by a boy,
came along and stopped beside him.
The boy held up a pair of boots ir. one
hand and a pair of socks in the other,
and just as the widow reached the
gait again he said:

“Here's your boots and socks, Mr.
Smiley, that you left on the bridge
when you were in swimming.”

“You're mistaken,” said Bill; “they
are not mine.”

“Why, said the boy, “ain’t you the
young man that had the race after the
horse just now?”

“No sir, I am not! You had better
go on about your business.”

Bill sighed at the loss of his Senday
boots, and, turning to the widow, said:

“Just pick up the lines, will you,
please? This brute of a horse is al-
ways switching them out of my
hands.”

The widow complied; then he pulled
one corner of the robe down as she got
in.

“What a lovely evening,” said she;
“and so warm I don’t think we want
the robe over us, do we?”

(You sce she had on a nice new
dress and a pair of new gaiters, and
she wanted to show them.)

“Ob, my,” said Bill, earnestly;
“you'll find it chilly riding, and ]
wculdn't have you catch cold for the
world.”

She seemed pleased at  this tender
care for her, and contented herself
with sticking one of her little feet out
with a long silk necktie over the end
of it.

“What is that, Mr. Smiley, a neck-
tie?”

“Yes,” said he, “I bought it the oth-
er day, and I must bave left it in the
buggy. Never mind it.”

“But,” said she, “it was careless;”
and stooping over she picked it up
and made a motion to stuff it in be-
tween them.

Bill felt her hand going down, and
making a dive after it, clutched it in
his and held hard and fast.

Then they went on quite a distance,
be still holding her hand in his and
wondering what he should do when
they got to Green's; and she won-
dered why he did not say something
nice to her as well as squeeze_ her
hand, why his coat was buttoned up
so tightly on such a warm evening,
and what made his hat and face so
dirty, until they were going down a
little hill and one of the traces came
unhitched and they had to stop.

“Oh, murder!” exclaimed Bill, “what
next?”

“What's the matter, Mr. Smiley?”
said the widow, with a start which
came mear jerking the robe off from
his knces.

B.l‘;One of the traces is off,” answered
ill.

“Well, why don’t you get out and
put it on?”

“I can’t,” said Bil; “I've got—that
is, I haven't got—oh, dear, I'm so sick!
What shall I do?”

“Why, Willie,” said she tenderly,
“what is the matter! do tell me.”
She gave his hand a little squeeze, and
looked into his pale face; she thought
he was going to faint, so she got out

and pulling the piop

o Bill was just taking 5&;.&

ety sigh, and. the

|made him throw-bac |;
that he lost his baia;, s

L}
the low:back buggy, %T"I:: w'en by
mn &l'ﬁ a low 8Cream ht?le
feet flew past her heag. %
ber face with her hang, .. ™
tears or - smiles—it h;lve iy
which. Bill was Tight e
moment, and leaning gy, then
the seat, humbly apologizine ,
plaining, when Eq, Wi]b:rg a
wife and baby drove , heh'md
stopped. Poor Bill fel that h?d
rather have been ghot fhgy
Wilbur catch him i such
but there was no help aﬁ
now, 8o he called Eg "
whispered in his ear,

Ed. was like to burst wig,
ed laughter, but he beckon;?up,
wife to draw up, and, af, .
something to her, he helped the y;
out of Bill's buggy and ing, his
the two women went on, leavin'
men behind.  Bill lost po time §,
ranging his toilet as well g1, o
and then with great persuasiiy |
got him to go home with him, hygg
up slippers and socks apg et
him washed and combed, by
quite presentable when the J,gi,
rived.

1 need not tell you how th g,
was wormed out of bashful Bjj
they all laughed as tiey sy a;
the table that night, but will gy
by saying that they weut to the g
together and Bill has ro fear of
Sockrider now.

This is the story about Bill ad
widow, just as I had it from Ed §
bur, and if there is anything
factory about it, ask him,

to h]m
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LETTER FROM ARIZONA

Mr. W. W. Hutchison, formerly of
Basin, and known here as Ned Hutchi
writes the following letter to Mr. Wil
Tincher, of this place, which gentie
kindly permits us to publish. Itvil
read with interest by Ned's old friesi
this Territory, who will be pleased o
of his prosperity in Arizons: |

PrescorT, August 3,19

Friexp BiLiy—I see by the W
that you are starting a cabinet, aod i |
ing that you would like to have som¢ |
cimens from this country, I thougl
would send you one or two. | send |
one from the Silver Belt that Thore
I are interested in, and one froml!le
brated Peck mine, but we have o€ |
in the Peck.

We have made two attempts tosoe!
ore, and the furnace gave way both 12
and then we concluded to ship <%

San Francisco, and so we have sit %
the way now, but don't keow bov
turn out, but I don't think that we s’
much, for I got a list of prices that §
pay for ore, and find out that they
pay us but about sixty per ce!n. of w
assays; 8o to pay freight on it freR
we cannot make anything In
trials that we made with the :
run through about one thoumdP“
ore and got two hundred poud

ion that was worth §2.200a108:¥
can see that we have a good BIT"
that we would want if it ¥& wr
else but here. k

The Peck mine is 8 great defl
than ours. They are going toslnpwIL
tons that is worth about s3-t‘°°!’°’m.
is conceded to be the ..bigg@tlhlﬂl‘ ool

You can see by the Mirer ’m";om
in the Southern part of this ek I}
they have struck pure silver 58 o
soen men from there thatsay st

& ol
fact ; but as to the extent of lt:go;;isii
There is no mistake but: :
richest Territory in the UP! b
at present the slowest gm:fr o
scems as though we can nc.w i P
to come here; but weé still live 1%
Give my regards to all ol .
drop a line and let me know

truly, )
doin g. Youl‘s.‘:‘ W. 1 UTCHISO

______’_‘—'0

» Bis
Ir is said that Pn:c:loesnul

speaks good English a7 g ot
& word of slang, a0 e &
Americans or English

Orp Santa Annd is 88 ,f::m
fighting as ever, but o

her smelling bottle with her left hand,

bigh.




